levels of stone and timber and mortar. She had come back because
she belonged there, and she felt she must in a sense belong to its people
also. The glittering tissue of fancy could no longer sustain anyone.
Frossia had groped, and blundered, and been hurt. She had nursed a
feeble starveling back to life, and hit an important communist, and
recoiled from a procuress, and stayed perplexed by people like the
Parnikovs because of their passion for shattered walls ... And some-
times in her impotent fury Frossia imagined all of them to be exactly
like Anna; she assured herself she could not trust any of them, and
wondered if she should start creating a new circle of acquaintances,
made after a casual fashion and kept at a distance which would allow of
no deep exchange of feeling and outlook.

'That would be better . . . That would mean keeping to the sur-
face .. .* she thought and then checked herself. 'Life could not be lived
like that. People should not allow themselves to drift even when they
are all splintered inside,' she thought, accusing herself of drifting.
She wandered far away from the Alexander Gardens, and gradually
peace and strength came back to her, so that something sang within
her when she came home.

She flung an unusual smile at Michael, fed him, drew his chair to the
window, and ran to fetch her crimson bound book.

'You are not too tired to listen?'

He had caught her strangely exultant mood. He smiled back.

*Oh no,* he said, and hoped she would not detect the thin indiffer-
ence in his voice. Frossia never noticed it. She cupped her chin with
her left hand. The book lay in her lap. She began to read. She read well
since the theme of the story had lived in her all through her days. It
had once been a slight inconsequential game to while away the lonely
hours inevitable in most sheltered childhood. From the narrow field of
a game, a pastime, it crossed a stile, and lost itself in a faery wood. She
wondered if sometimes it would emerge, washed in the pale clear light
of a morning. Living was a grand business, and she must attend to it,
she who had sight and wits and that strange deep passion for sound
blended with movement. She read on, aware that, for once, Michael's
attention had wandered away from the small-scaled demands of his
tired, hungry flesh. He was listening.
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